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the war material. The guards on nearly all the depots
were Turks, and so automatically Nationalists, and glad
to help to get away munitions to fight the accursed
Greeks.
In the great depot on the Golden Horn the matter
reached a climax. With my Turkish colleague I put
seals of wax, as used in Turkey, on the great iron doors,
but invariably at the next visit the seals were gone.
The guards were arrested. The junior officers were
sent to jail. At last the senior in charge was to be
tried. A commission for the Ministry of War could
throw no light on the subject nor give any help.
In despair I replaced the seals and prepared to hide
and watch for myself. The doors of the sheds looked
on to a large yard stacked with shells for heavy guns
and ammunition-waggons and much rubbish. It had
grown thick with young grass and at the other side
came down to a long quay on the Golden Horn. I
reached my hiding-place with some difficulty. The
sentries were more alert than I had expected. I stood
to be shot if seen slinking about, or, worse still, made
to look ridiculous. During the evening the sentries
smoked and lounged and at sunset when they were
changed, and while the muezzins were calling to prayer,
half a dozen goats were shut into the yard. In the half-
light I saw a ridiculous he-goat with a tufted beard
deliberately walk up to the doors and eat off each of my
seals in turn and then return to nibble grass. It is a
strange country, this Turkey. As often in a club the
wildest stories of the recognized liar are strictly and
disconcertingly true, so here many a wild impossibility